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insistently. cf Bring the parcel. In the first place, it will
help me to recognise you. Besides, it's better from every
point of view	Walk out boldly 1 "
When the bookbinder had shut the door again, and found himself alone, he had the feeling that his life hitherto had not meant much. It had been nothing but commonplace and boredom. Even his inventions struck him as uninteresting. His railway with a single rail ? Something like the amusement of a prisoner in his cell. There were decidedly better employments for inventive genius, for constructive dreaming. He was only glimpsing them so far, but along a vista rich in dazzling promise.
He went back to the kitchen. Its door was still open. The smears of blood still marked the white porcelain handle.
In the kitchen the first thing he saw, lying on a corner of the table, was the mop which the man had used to clean his clothes. The stuff had turned a dirty grey, slightly reddish, in which there was much more dirt and soap than blood.
With some firewood, newspaper, and chips, Quinette lit a fire in the kitchen stove. When it was burning brightly, he unfolded the rag and threw it in. It burnt slowly and with difficulty, emitting a hiss of steam.
While it was smouldering away, Quinette made a mixture of water and bleaching-liquid in a pot; then he carefully washed the tap, the sink, the corner of the table where the mop had lain, and the part of the floor which it might have dirtied in its fall.
This job, far from making Quinette impatient, excited him in the highest degree. He treated it as a problem. He sought difficulty and perfection. He imagined the officers of justice coming into the kitchen and making their investigation, with all their methodicalness, all their resources.
What trace might still remain ? He looked at the surface of the furniture and of the floor, sideways, to see whether there were any suspicious reflections. He estimated the

